' Oh, /didn't mind.' Then he changed his mood. He aske
if he might speak as an old friend, and, permission giver
said; * Oughtn't you really to be more careful?'
Margaret laughed, though her thoughts still strayed aft*
Helen. 'Do you realize that it's all your fault?* she saic
'You're responsible.'
'I?'
'This is the young man whom we were to warn again!
the Porphyrion. We warn him, and - look!'
Mr.Wilcox was annoyed. 'I hardly consider that a fa
deductipfr/ he said.
'Obviously unfair/ said Margaret. 'I was only thinkin
how tangled things are. It's our fault mostly - neither youi
nor his.*
'Not his?'
'No.'
'Miss Schlegel, you are too kind.'
'Yes, indeed,' nodded Evie, a little contemptuously.
'You behave much too well to people, and then the
impose on you. I know the world and that type of man, an
as soon as I entered the room, I saw you had not bee
treating him properly. You must keep that type at
distance. Otherwise they forget themselves. Sad, but tru<
They aren't our sort, and one must face the fact.*
'Ye-es,'
'Do admit that we should never have had the outburs
if he was a gentleman.*
' I admit it willingly,' said Margaret, who was pacing u
and down the room. *A gentleman would have kept hi
suspicions to himself.'
Mr Wilcox watched her with a vague uneasiness.
'What did he suspect you of?'
6 Of wanting to make money out of him.'
'Intolerable brute! But how were you to benefit?*
e Exactly. How indeed! Just horrible, corroding suspicior
One touch of thought or of goodwill would have brushed i
away. Just the senseless fear that does make men intolerabl
brutes,'
' I come back to my original point. You ought to be mor
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